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TOM SCOTT

Sea-dirge

I found him drowned on the rock that night

And the wind high; moonlight it was

And the hungry sucking of the sea

At my feet, stretching away in front of me;

Never a lover was laid on the braes that night

Nor any living soul I'm thinking, unless they were mad

And drawn to the moon; I found him there

In the rocks that night and the wind was high ;

Bare he was as the sea and the rock on either side,

With a rag of silk in his hand

And sand in his nose; moonlight it was

And the sea before me; my hair dragged at my eyes3

I couldn't see, but a hand of ice was plunged

Deep in my womb; I found him lying

Drowned on the rock that night and

The wind was high; moonlight it was

And the sea sucked at my feet;

Then I heard from the cave behind

The skirl of the piper who died on rocks

The wail of the pipes and then the cry of his soul,

I upped and screamed at the wind and the sea,

I stripped my forsaken breasts to the moon

And I kissed the frost of his mouth and the sand ;

I found him drowned on the rock that night

And the wind high; moonlight it was

And the hungry sucking of the sea

At my feet and his clammy head in my breasts

That were bare as the rock and the sea and the sand.